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the seal and such things in natural history; odd shapes
that can only be explained by a long past, and which
swim with a certain incongruity in their present
milieu. Now " old Grabb " was (to me at least) just
like that. You watched with interest and pleasure his
singular gestures, and his odd way of saying things,
and muttered, as if to keep up the recollection, " And
this is the man who was the fiiend of Goethe, and is
the fiiend of Wordsworth! " There was a certain
animal oddity about " old Crabb," which made it a
kind of mental joke to couple him with such great
names, and yet he was to his heart's core thoroughly
coupled with them.14
Indeed not merely " old Grabb " Robinson, but
many others were often but strange animals in an
aquarium to Bagehot. Robinson's famous literary
breakfasts offered unusual opportunities for experi-
ment. The friend of Goethe and Wordsworth was
not an entirely satisfactory host. He forgot to
make tea, he lost his keys, he delayed the prepara-
tion of the meal with an infinity of long stories,
and brought the hunger of his guests to the point
of extremest agony before serving them.
The more astute of his guests [says Bagehot] used
to breakfast before they came, and then there was
much interest in seeing a steady literary man, who did
not understand the region, in agonies at having to
hear three stories before he got his tea, one again
between his milk and his sugar, another between his
butter and his toast, and additional zest in making a
stealthy inquiry that was sure to intercept the coming
delicacies by bringing on Schiller and Goethe.14
Hutton comments:
The only " astute " person referred to was, I imagine,
Bagehot himself, who confessed to me, much to my
amusement, that this was always his own precaution
before one of Grabb Robinson's breakfasts. ... It